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but these ideas of theirs, though they were part of
the efficient causes of events, were in no sense the
explanation of the process. There was no explana-
tion, for there was no final cause, no purpose, end, or
justification at all. Man, like nature, was the play-
thing of a blind fate. The idea of Good had no
application.

" The horror I felt as this truth (for so I thought
it) was borne in upon me was proportioned to my
previous delight. I had now but one desire, to
escape, even though it were only back to what I
had left. And as the Angel-Boys in c Faust' cry
out to Pater Seraphicus for release, when they can
no longer bear the sights they see through his eyes,
so I, in my anguish, cried, * Let me out! Let me
out!' And instantly I found myself standing again
at the foot of the tower, in that land of twilight,
silertfee, and infinite space, with the souls going down
the river, in and out, in and out, futile, trivial, tedious,
monotonous, and vain. Looking up, I saw written
over the door from which I had emerged, and which
was opposite to that by which I had entered, words
whose sense was:

'Eye hath not seen*

I walked round the Tower, and found a third door
facing the river ; and over that was written :

* Turris sdentiae!

But all these doors were now closed; nor indeed,
had they been open, should I have felt any in-
clination tp renew the experience from which I
had escaped. I therefore turned away sadly enough